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0 D E Y 


1 Peter puſte away. — Diſplays be harning.= RENE Praiſe "Dn be | 
7h Reviewers —Deſcribes himſelf moſt pathetically. —Con- 5 
"= himſelf. — Diſlikes the road to the Temple of Fame by. 


means of a piſtol, poiſon, or a rope.—Addreſſes Great Folls. 
Gives the King a broad hint, — Aſts a queer urns 5 


Maler as yu” an — zo GENTUs. 


\ © NS of the Bruſh, I'm here again! 
— At times a Pindar, and Fontaine, 
- Caſting p. poetic pearl 4 fear) to ſwine! 

'- = For hang 1 me, if my laſt year $ Odes- 
Paid rent for vlodgings near the gods, 
Or put one ſprat into this mouth divine. 


For 


The Attic ſtory, or, according to the vulgar phraſe, Garret. 
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For odes, my Cousix had rump- ſteaks to eat! 
ds ſays Pauſanias---loads of dainty meat! 
And this the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit: : 

The belt hiſtorians one and all declare, 
With the moſt ſolemn air, $:-- © 
The: Poet might have guttled till he ſplit. 


How Jifferent far, RES | my Worſhip” J ate! 
＋ 0 ſoothe the horrors of an empty plate, 

L he grave Poſſeſſors of the Critic Throne, 
Gave me in tcuth, a pretty treat . 
Of flattery, mind 1 me, not of meat ; 

* or they, poor fouls, like me, are ſkin and bone. 


No, 201 with all my Lyric pow rs, 
Il 'm not like Mrs. Coswav 8 Hours, : 
Red as cock-turkies, plump : as barn- door chicken : * 
Merit and I are miſerably off. 1 


We both have got a moſt conſumptive cough; 
Hunger hath long our harmleſs bones been picking 


cee the Reviews for laſt year. 5 
IA ſublime picture this! the expreſſion | is truly Homeiical, —The fair Artiſt 


hath in the moſt ſurpriſing manner communicated to canvaſs the old Bard's 
idea of” the . ak Hours,—Sce the Iliad, 


E 

Merit and I, fo innocent, ſo good, 

Are like the little Children! in the Wood--- 
And ſoon, like them, ſhall lay us down and die! 
May ſome good Chriſtian Bard, in pity ſtrong, 


Turn Redbreaſt kind, and with the ſweeteſt ſong 
5 Bewail our 9 fate with wat' ry eye! 


Poor Chatterton was flary' d—with all his art! 
| Some conſolation this, to my lean heart 

2 Like him, i in holes too, ſpider-like I | mope: 4 
And there my Rev rence may remain, alas * 
The world will not diſcover it, the ab! 


Until 1 ſerape acquaintance with a rope: 5 


Then u up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount In. bees; 1 
Then each my pow'rs with adoration ſees—- TD 


Nothing their kind civilities can binder | 


When, like an Otho, I am found ; 


Like Jacob's s ſons, they 11 look ons t rother — 
And 7 would have thought this a young Pindar?" 


ÞB. a HFanging 


1 1 5 
4 | _ Hanging's a diſmal road to fame 

| | Piſtols and poiſon juſt the ſame--- 

And what i 1s worſe, one can 't come back again=-- 

Soon as the beauteous gem we find, 

We can't diſplay it to mankind, "» 

—— Tho' won with ſuch wry mouths and wrigling pain. 


Ve Lords led Dukes In clever, ſoy, 
—- „ (For you have much to give away, 


. And much your gentle patronage 1 lack) 
Speak, is it not a crying fin, Rs 
That Folly 8 guts are to his chin, 
Whilſt » mine are unk a mile into my back! Y 
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oft as 1 dozen Majeſty 1 . 3 5 
Ahl George (I ſigh) Thou haſt good things with FO 
Would make me ſportive as a youthful cat: 
It is not that my ſoul ſo loyal _ 
Would wiſh to wed the Princeſs Royal, 
Or be Archbiſhop---no 1 I'm not for that. 


Nor 


Nor really have I got the grace 
F o with for Laureat Whitehead": $ place; 1 

| Whoſe Odes Cibberian---ſweet yet very manly, f 
Are ſet with equal eg by A Mr. Stanley. 


Would not one e ſwear, that Heay' n bod fools, 


There 8 ſuch a number of them made ? 

Bum- proof to all the flogging of the ſchools, 

| No ray of knowledge could their ſkulls pervade : 85 
Vet, take a peep into thoſe fellows breeches, 
We ſtare like cogent, to obſerve the riches... 


0 Genius ! what a e art chou, 
That canſt not keep a mare nor cow, 
With all thy compliments of wit fo ry | 18 
Whilſt Folly, as a mill- horſe blind, 
Beſide his compter, gold can find, 
And + ſport a : Prumpet and a vi. 
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0 E II. 


Peter begins to criticiſe — Addreſſes the Britiſh Raphacl,— _ 


Promiſes Mr. Weſt great things, and like great folks 
breaks his word. —Laughs at the Figure of King Charles 
— Laſhes that of Oliver Cromwell; and ridicules the 
picture of . Peter and John running 1⁰ the Sepulchre.— 
.U nderſtands plain-work, and juſtly condemns the rel 
of the ſhirts of Mr. Weſt's Angels. Concludes 01 
making that Arti ft a * 10 F an American 


Immortality. C 12/2 RV 
| 62 1 8. RY 


Tow for my criticiſm on n paints, 


Where bull-dogs, heroes, finners, ſaints, 


Flames, thunder, lightning, i in confuſion meet! 5 


Behold the works of Mr. Wes! 
. hat Artiſt firſt ſhall be addreſt--- 3 


ü His 3 with due reverence 1 greet--- 


Still bleeding "0 his laſt year 8 SY 
Which from my doughty lance he found ; 
Methinks I hear the trembling Painter bawl, 
* Why doſt thou perſecute me, Saul 9” 


Weſt, 


Weſt, let me whiſper in thy ear--- 
155 ad” Snug as a thief within a mill, 
From me, thou haſt no cauſe to fear: 5 


I o0o panegyric, will I turn my ſkill ; 
And if thy picture J am forc'd to blame, 
I'll ſay moſt handſome things about the frame. 


Don t be caſt down-—inftead of gill, 
; Molaſſes from my pen ſhall fall : 
4 And yet I fear thy gullet it is ſuch, 


1 hat could I pour all Niagara down, 
Were Ni iagara praiſe, thou wouldſt not frown, 


I 


Nor thing the thund DO gulph'o: one drop c too much. 


ve Gods! the portrait of the King! 8 

A very Saracen! 7 glorious thing Fi 3 1 
It ſhows a flaming pencil, let me tell 8 
Methinks J ſee the people ſtare, GE 


And, anxious for his life, declare, 


00 King George | hath . a eddie. in his belly,” 


rome 


By 10, TY 
T bs Charles What mut I ſay to that * 


Each face unmeaning,, and ſo flat! 

Indeed firſt couſin to a piece of board--- 
But, Muſe, we've promis 'd in our lays, 
To give our Yankey Painter praiſe ; 


so, Madam, tis but fair to keep our word. 


wel then the Charles of Mr. . . 

And Oliver, I do proteſt, 
And cke the *witneſſes of reſurrection; 2 

Will ſtop: a hole, keep out the wind, 

And make a properer, window-blind, 
T han ore +Correggio's $, us s'd for hore-protetion. 


They Il make good Abor-cloths, taylor 8 meaſure, \ 
For table coverings, be treaſures, 
N With butchers, form for flics, moſt charming lappers ; ; 
And Monday mornings at the tub, 
When Queens of ſuds their linen ſcrub, 


; Make for the blue-nos d e delightful DN 


Ieht = 


4 Correggio' 8 beſt pictures \ were EE ade uſe of in the Royal Stables | in 
the North, to keep the wind from the tails of the horſes, 
T Peter and To 5 


E * 1 


. ft, I owt laft year to ay, 
Thy Angels did my delicacy hurt ; _— 
WO: linen ſo much coarſeneſs did diſplay : 
What' $ worſe, each had not above half: a ſhirt. 

I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of ſpiders, | 
Ought to have deck d that brace of heav nly Riders. 


* : 


7 Could not t their facdle=bagy, pray, * 

. Te 0 ſomewhat longer for each rump ? * 
Py T d buy much better at A Wapping top, | 

By vulgar tongues baptis d d a flop! r- 
Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time, 

5 And thou ſhalt cut a a figure i in my rhime : 2 


5 Sublimely 1 tow? Ting 1 olaſt th? Atlantic roar; 5 
Fil waft thy praiſes to thy *native ſhore : 50 
Where Liberty 8 brave ſons their Pœans ang, LS 
And « La ſcoundrel Convict is a a ling. 


ODE 


America. 


ODE. III. 


The Poet addreſſes Mr. Gainſborough Shores great Scrip- | 


thre erudition. Condemns Mr. Gainſborough Pla- 
giariſin.— Gives the Artiſi wholſome adoice.— Praſſes 
re eng * 3 and ſays * e to e 


PO 
1 


low, GainszoROU GH, let me view thy ſhining labours, 


| Who, mounted on thy. painting throne, 
on other Bruſhmen look ſt contemptuous down, 


| Like « our great Admirals on a Sang of ſwabbers. 


M eyes, broad Brieg Wonder leads 
To yon dear *neſt of Royal heads! 


How each the ſoul of my attention pulls! 


- Suppoſe, my friend, thou giv | the frame 
A pretty little Bible name, 


And call ſt it Game, rhe Lace of Skull Þ 


* 


by 


A frame full of heads, in moſt Bumble imitation of the Royal Family, 


; Say, didft thou really paint em (to be free) ? 7 
An Angel fniſh'd Luke's tranſcendent line 


Perchaunce that civil Angel Was with thee--- 
For Jet & me periſh if I think them thine. 


Thy *Dogs are good! but yet, to make thee ſtare, 
= The piece hath gain d a number of deriders--- 4 

7 They tell thee, Genius i in it had no ſhare, 

But that thou foully ſtol ft the Curs from 1 


1 dan not blame thy borrowing A hint, ; 

For, to be plain, there $ nothing in t 

The man who ſcorns to do it, is a log: 

An eye, an ear, a tail, a noſe, 

Were modeſty, one might ſuppoſe ; 1 

But, 2---ds ! thou muſt not oy the whole Dee. 


2 


* 


A picture of Boys ſetting Dogs to fight, 


'# 
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O Gains BOROUGH, Nature plaineth ſore, 

That thou haſt kick'd her out of door, 

Who i in her bounteous gifts hath been fo free, bw 
To cull Goh genius out for thee--- 


Lo! all thy efforts without her are WES 
Go find her, kiſs her, and be friends again: 


Speak, Muſe, who form d that matchlef head * 
The Corniſh Boy⸗ 5 in tin mines bred; 

| Whoſe native genius, like his ata, ſhone 
In ſecret, till chance gave him to the fun. 


»Tis Jacxson' 8 portrait put the laurel on it, 
Whilſt to that tuneful Swan 1 our a ſonnet. | 


*O-PI E. FS 


. 5 


SONNET, 


1 25-1] 
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\NenanrinG Harmonift! the art is 6 d 
Unmatch d, to pour the ſoul-diſſolving air, : 
J hat ſeems poor weeping Virtue's hymn dine, 


- Soothing the wounded boſom of Da 


0 d fay, what Minſtrel of the with hath ge" n 


To ſwell the dirge, ſo muſically lorn? 
Declare, hath dove- ey d Pity left her heavy” n, 


And lent thy happy hand her lyre t to mourn ? 


"bs fad thy ws of hopeleſs hearts complain, 
Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to fly; 1 
: He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 1 

And learn from thee, to breathe a ſweeter ſig. 
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The Great Peter, FE a bold Pindaric Jump, hop from 
_ Sonnet ro Gull -catchin * 


) EADER, doſt 166 the 2000 of catching Gulls? 
@4\ If not, I will inform thee---Take 1 board, 
” And place a fiſh upon it for the fools--- | 


A Sprat, or any fiſh by: Gulls ador d: 


Thoſe birds whe love a lofty flight, 

And ſometimes bid the Sun good night; 3 

spying the glittering bait that floats below; ; 

Sans ceremonie, down they ruſh, 

(For Gulls have got no manners) on they puſh, 

| And what's the pretty conſequence, | I trow ? 
They firike their gentle jobbernowls of lead, 

Plump on the board then lie like Boobies dead: 


Reader, 


\ rang pen 
2:2 
» «a * 4 
N A n 1 % ＋ 
Eid n 
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[17 1] 


Reader, thou need ſt not beat thy brains about, 
To make ſo plain an application out— 


T here's s many a painting Puppy, take my word, 
Who knocks his filly head againſt a board— 


That might have help'd the ſtate—made a good Jaller, : 


AN — or a tolerable T — 
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Peter diſcovers more Scriptural Erudition.—Grows ſar- 
caſtic on the Exhibition, Gives a wonderful account of 
97. Dennis. —Bluſhes for the honour of his country.— 

Talks en bly. of the Duc de Chartres and the French 
King. 


8 F IN D me in e out,” | (exclaim' d the Lord) 
. Ten Gentlemen, the place ſha'n't be union I 
« T hat i is, Iwill not burn it ev' ry board: 
The dev'l a Gentleman was to be found! 

But this was rather hard, ſince Heav n well knew 


That ev'ty Fellow! in it was a | Jew. 


This houſe 3 1s nearly i in the fame 98 08450 

scarce are good ehings amid thoſe wide abodes--- . 

Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition, 

That ought not to be d n'd, I 11 burn my Odes! 

And then the world will be in fits and vapours, 

Juſt a as it was for poor Lord Manifeld's 8 papers“. V. : 
St. 


*. To the irreparable loſs of the public, and that great Law Expounder, 
burnt! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious conflagration.—The news- 
papers howled, for months, over their aſhes, —Obe jam ſatis eſt. 


(03 


St. Dennis, when his Jowl was taken off, 7 


Hugg di it, and kiſs d it—carried it a mile . 
T his was a pleaſant miracle enough, 


That maketh many an Unbeliever ſmile. 


© *$blood! tis a lie!” you roar—Pray do not ſwear, 
' You may believe the wond' rous tale indeed! 

Speak, haven' 2 you ſaid that many a Picture here, 

Was really done by folks without a head: ? 

And haven' t you ſworn this inſtant with ſurpriſe, 


That he who did that thing, had neither hands nor eyes? - 


How i is it that fach miſerable Ruff, 

T he walls of this ſtupendous building, ſtains? 
The Council' s ears with pleaſure I could cuff; 
Mind me—1 don t fay, batter out their brains. . 
What will Duke Chartres ſay when he goes home, 
And tells King Lowis all about the Room? 7 
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U 20 
Why, viewing ſuch a ſet of red-hot Heads, | 
Our Exhibition, he will liken Hell to; 
: T hen to the Monarch, who both writes and reads, 


Give hand- bills of the Wond rous Katterfelto ; 
Swearing th' Academy was all fo flat, 


He 4 r ather ſee the . izard and his Car. 


ODE 


1 


0 D E VII. 


The Britiſh Peter elegantly and happily depitts his 8 | 
Couſin of Thebes. —Talks of Fame.— Hor ſewhips the - 


Painters, for turning their 0W7 Trumpeters. 


Defultory way of: writing, 


A hop, and ſtep, and j Jump mode of inditing, 
| My g great and wiſe relation, Pindar, boaſted : 

Or, (for + 4 love the Bard to flatter) | 

By jerks, like Boar-pigs making water, 

Whatever firſt came in his ſconce, 


1 Bounce, out it flew, like bottled ale, at once, 
A Cock, a Bull, a Whale, a Soldier roaſted. 


What ſharks we mortals are for F ame 1 
How, poacher-like, we hunt the game! 
No matter, for it, how we play the fool--- 
And yet, tis pleaſing our own laud to hear, 


And really, very natural to prefer 
: One Grain of Praiſe, to Pounds of Ridicule, 1 


p 


1 


I've loſt all patience with the trade 

OS mean the Painters---who can't ſtay 
1 o ſee their works by Criticiſm apy” d, 

- And hear what others have to ſay; 

But calling Fame a vile old lazy ſtrumpet, 


Sound their own praiſe from their own *pexzy trumpet, 


Amidſt the 1 of my brain, 

where the mad Lyric Muſe, with pain, 
Hammering hard verſe, her ſkill employs, 1 5 
And beats a tinman $ ſhop i in noiſe ; 

Catching wild tropes and ſimiles, 

That hop about like ſwarms of fleas— 

We ve 2 Sin Josnua---Ah 1. that charming Elf, 
1 m griey 4 to We hath this year loſt Himſelf. 


\ o 
3 
4 
9 « 
93 
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AY 


Oh! 


At the beginning of the Exhibition, the public Papers fwarmed with 
| thoſe Self- adulators. 


[41 


Oh ! Richard, thy wo George, ſo brave, 
Wiſdom and Prudence could not fave 
From being foully murder d, my good friend: 
Some weep to ſee the woeful figure, 

Whilſt others laugh, and many ſnigger, 


As if their mirth would never have an end. 


Prithee accept th advice 1 give with forrow--- | 
Of poor St. George the uſeleſs armour borrow, 

To guard thy own poor corpſe---don' t be a mule--- 
Take it---ev'n now thou' rt like a hedgehog, quill a 
( Richard, I hope i in God thou art not hill da) 

By the dire ſhafts of n merc leſs ridicule. 


| Pity it * tis true tis is pity! 

As Shakeſpear lamentably ſays; 

That thou, i in this obſerving City, 
Thus run'ſt a wh-r-ng after PRAISE : 


With Aronę defires 1 really think thee PIT IO 2 


But, Dick, the Nymph. ſo coy, will not be caught. © 
Yet, 


3 See Mr. Coſway's picture, of Prudence, Wiſdom, and Valour, arming 
St. George. 
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Vet, for thy conſolation, mind! 
In this thy wounded pride, may refuge find— 


T hink of the Sage who wanted a fine piece: 


Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaſt, 


On Lais, a ſweet fille de j Joie, to feaſt 


The Mrs. Robinſon of Greece. 


"Prices give up, and fave the paints and oil; 
And don' t whole acres of good canvaſs "WY 


Thou It ſay, « Lord! many hundreds do like me.” 


Lord | fo have fellows rbb d---nay, further, 


n ee of villains have committed Murther 3 3 


5 But, Richard, are theſe Precedents for thee ? 


a 


oO D E VIII 
Peter grows ironically facetious. * 


[ATURE's a TY vile, daubing jade 


I've faid it often, and repeat 1.— * 
ohe doth not underſtand her trade DE 
Artiſts, ne er mind ber work, 1 hope you 1 beat + i. 


= Look: now, for heaven! 8 fake, at her ſkies ! 1 

What are they ?---Smoke, for certainty, I know; 
From chimney-tops, behold! they riſe, 
Made by * ſome ſweating Cocks below. | 


Look at her « dirt i in lanes, from whence i it comes : 


AISLE 


Then tell me, 8 I uk reque, 
| Who d copy ſuch a dev liſh naſty beaſt + 9 


JJ 


333 


\ 
. : : 
- y 6 ? 
G 8 Y % 
” 5 
N 0 . « - - * — . 0 k R 5 
: , | 2 TE a | 8 R | | ; * 
. 8 q ö ” I — 2 * * 5 Q x c 
ate 92,52: . * 3 1 lf ; a 5 N 2 . : : 5 
_ Men, £ 0 5 -. 2 ** 8 p 2 2 - One” k d 1 2383 
6 Kl . r <4. agg 4%) a1 eee Gn a b CO — . EE FINE oy 2 * ** ; ? . : 2 ; . 23 : ' 
7 — 9 _ XZ . —_ FR, io War bt robe} hw —B - > 0 No — . EC * . Ah SI Aa 3 
. —— 


E 26 J 


Paint by the yard---your canvaſs ſpread, 
Broad as the main-ſail of a man of war 
our Whale ſhall eat up ev ry other Head, 


Ev n as the Sun licks up each ſneaking star! 


1 do aſſure you, Bulk i is no bad trick--- by 3 
By bulky things both Men and Maids a are e taken--- 

Mind too, to lay the paints Ss mortar thick, 
And make your picture look as red as Bacon. 


All folks love fixe ; believe my rhime, 
Burke ſays, * tis . of the Sublime, 


A Dutchman, I forget his'name,—Yan Grout, 
V. an Slabberchops, V. an Stink, V. an Swab, 


No matter, cho 1 cannot make it out- 


At calling names 1 never was a dab: 


127 J 
T his Dutchman then, a man of taſte, 
Holding a Cheeſe that weigh d a hundred pound, 


Thus, like a Burgomaſter, ſpoke with judgement oel. | 
No Poet like my broder ſtep de ground: | 


He be de beſteſt Poet, look ! 
Pat all de yorld muſt pleaſe z 
« Vor he heb vrite von book, 


40 © 8 big a as all dis chefs 


by at a di wes you would paint a Pig, | 
Make out each ſingle briſtle on his back : 

Or if your meaner ſubject be a Wig, 
Let not the caxon a 45 Hinkel, lack; 

Elſe, al the Lady Critics will 0 le, 


And, angry vow, 40 1 is not a bit like hair! 1 


_ 
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* 26 ] 
Be fnvoth* as glaſs-like Dexnua, fai ages 
Then every tongue commends--- 
For people judge not only wy: the eye, 


But feel your merit by their finger-ends 5 


Nay! cloſely nofing, o'er the Picture, dwell; 
As if to try the Goodneſs by the Smell. 


Cc Jaude's diſtances are too confus'd--- | 


One floating ſcene---nothing made out--- 


F or which he ought to be abus d, 


Whoſe works have been ſo cried about 


Give me the pencil, whoſe amazing ile | 
| Makes a Bird” 8 beak appear at twenty mile ; ; 
And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will | being, 
With eo ry feather of his tail and wing, 
: Make 


(29 ] 
Make all your Trees alike, for Nature $ 104. | 
F ad of variety, a wayward. child 
To blame your taſte ſome blockheads may preſume; 3 
: But, mind that ev'ry one be like a Broom. 
Of Steel and pureſt Silver form your Waters, 


And make your Clouds like Rocks and Alligators. 


Whene' er you paint the Moon, if you are villing 5 
To 0 gain applauſe-—why, paint her like a Shilling: 

. Or SOL s bright orb. be ſure to make him glow 

| Preciſely like a Guinea, or a a*Jo. 


In ſhort, to get your PiQures prais' 4 and ſold, 


1 Convert, like Midas, ev Fry y thing t to Gold. 


_ = | 1 


A Portugal Coin, v#{garh called a Johannes. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
i 
1 


: > 
— ><. 0 EC EAT ARRAY ns arr 7 


| 


c * 
1 ſee, at excellence, you l come at i 
Tour Clouds are made of very brilliant ſtuff; 
The blues on China Mugs are now ſurpaſs 4, : 


| Your Sun-ſets yield not to Brick-walls, nor Buff. - 


In Stumps of Trees, your art fo finely thrives, | 
11 They really look like Golden-hafted Knives 1 
Go on, my Lads—leave N ature” 8 diſmal hue, 


And She ere <longw will come and copy be ou. 


N 
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The Sublime Peter concludes in a Sweat. 


Hus have 1 Gniſh d, for this time, 
My Odes, a little wild and rambling--- 
May rere bite like Gudgeons at my rhime 2 
1 long to ſe them ſcrambling--- 
Then very ſoon I 11 give em more (God willing) 
But this 3 is full ſufficient for a * Shilling. 
. For ſuch a trifle, ſuch a : beap 1 . 
ladeed, 1 fell: my Goods too cheap. 


| Finiſh 4 75 a dilappointed Artiſt cries, 5 
With open mouth, and training eyes; ; 

8 Gaping for praiſe, like a young Crow for meat--- 
0 Lord ! why, you have not mention d ne. p? 


Mention Thee ? 
| F hy impudence hath put me in a a ſweat--- 


What rage for F. ame attends both Great and Small! ] 


Better be d- d, than mention d not at all a 


: * Now Eighteen 3 with 11 
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